Old, New and In Between 
by DramioneLuvl 1 


Category: Harry Potter 
Genre: Friendship, Romance 
Language: English 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-11 23:37:17 
Updated: 2016-04-16 17:10:46 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 18:35:59 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 4 
Words : 2,899 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: When Hermione Granger runs into Draco Malfoy a year after 
the war has ended, she has no idea what to expect when she gives him 
a second chance . She doesn't even know that she needs one herself. 
She tries to recover who she used to be, while Draco tries to become 
someone new. Together, they might just make it past the pain. 
Dramione . 


1. Coffee 

**A/N: I'm back! I was looking at my old stories on this account, and 
I realized how much I missed writing about Dramione. I haven't posted 
anything on this account since June 2014, and it's currently April 
2016 (although I think I did try to write something in 2015) . It's 
been awhile. But I really missed it, and I remember how much I loved 
to write these stories with these characters and post them, and how 
it wasn't as much of a burden as it was a fun part of my week. So I'm 
trying it again. I tried writing more serious, darker stuff, but I 
feel like I don't have as much fun or do as well with that, so if you 
don't like clichA© and fluff then I would not recommend this story 
for you. I don't know where this story is headed besides that. This 
chapter is going to be a small preview, not a full length chapter. I 
hope you like it!** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own the world or characters of Harry 
Potter . * * 

Coffee, really, what had she been thinking? Seriously, what had been 
running through her mind when she had agreed to it? It was too 
impulsive, too uncharacterist ic of her. But it had felt like a chance 
to mend things, and with all of the pain she had felt over the war 
over the past year since it ended, she really wanted that 
chance . 


Hermione looked at herself in the mirror again. She knew she was 
focusing way too much on appearances, but she couldn't help but feel 
that the meeting was important. It was a chance for both of them to 



feel less guilty; she should try her best. 


She looked at the clock on the wall, she only had a few minutes until 
she was supposed to meet him. Luckily the coffee shop was right 
around the corner from her flat. He didn't know that though, and she 
wasn't going to let him. 

Grabbing her purse, she left her flat, and got in the elevator. She 
was becoming more nervous now. What were they even going to talk 
about? They had nothing in common. It would be small talk, stupid 
small talk, the kind of talk she hated. 

She wasn't feeling like herself. She was usually collected but she 
felt like a total mess now. 

Well, she hadn't really felt put together since before the war. Ever 
since the Battle of Hogwarts, she had trouble sleeping and hadn't 
found as much enjoyment in learning as she had before. She was just 
trying to hold a job and get through school. 

Before she knew it, she was in front of the coffee shop, reaching for 
the door handle. She couldn't see him through the clear door, so she 
figured she had a moment to reconfigure herself. 

She stepped inside, and scanned the room for an empty table. The only 
one available was a small, and in the corner of the room. Though she 
had hoped that the meeting would be more out in the open to avoid 
certain topics, she knew it was probably better this way. Muggles 
might eavesdrop and think they were crazy. 

Her phone read _9:58_, so unless he was tardy, she only had two 
minutes to prepare. So many thoughts were taking over her brain, but 
she kept replaying the moment when this had all started. 

'_Shit, ' she thought repeatedly as all of the contents previously 
nestled in her arms spilled onto the ground of the tube station. She 
did her best to gather them when she noticed a stranger's hand help 
to lift things back into her lap._ 

_She looked up and gasped but he had looked up first. _ 

"_Granger, " he said in disbelief. _ 

"_Malfoy, " she replied, just as surprised. _ 

_The two stared at each other for a moment until Hermione looked 
away. "Uma€ 1 Thanks for the help," she said as the two of them 
finished collecting her belongings and stood up. _ 

"_Don't mention it," Draco said. _ 

_Hermione gave a weak smile and started to turn away, when he said, 
"Hey, Granger? 

_She spun around. "Yeah?"_ 

"_Can I buy you coffee sometime? 

_She must have looked so taken aback that he felt the need to justify 
it: "I mean, I haven't seen anyone from school recently, and urn, I've 



done some thinking, and I just really want to make amends. How about 
we catch up?"_ 

_She still couldn't believe it, but she managed a reply: "Sure, urn, 
how about this Saturday at 10:00? Coffee shop at the corner of 18th 
and Lansing?"_ 

_He smiled. "See you then."_ 

That had been Monday, and she hadn't stopped thinking about it all 
week. The timing, the coincidence, how much better he looked since 
she had last seen him. To be fair, the last time she had seen him was 
in the middle of a war battle. But still, those eyes- 

"Hey . " 

She heard his voice and snapped out of her daydream. "Hi, " she said 
awkwardly . 

"Urn, how about I go order for us?" 

"Sure, just a cappucino for me, " Hermione replied. 

He smiled then headed off in line, and all she could do was wonder 
what she had gotten herself into. 

**A/N: Hope you liked it so far! I know it was only a small piece, 
but the next one will be coming soon! Review for questions and 
comments . * * 


2 . Apologies 

**A/N: Here is the second chapter. Bare through the quality of most 
of this- I just wanted to get the start of the plot going so I didn't 
focus as much on it. Hopefully soon we'll get into the main part of 
the story, the part that you'll enjoy reading more and that I'll 
enjoy writing more. Also, I know that Draco, Hermione, and anyone who 
comes up in later chapters, is a little OOC . I think it's because 
it's been a long time since I read the books and I just can't write 
them like J.K. Rowling does. Also, it's possible that it's to move 
the plot along, so please take that into 
consideration.** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own the world or characters of Harry 
Potter . * * 

Hermione found herself observing him as he waited in line. She 
couldn't help it; he looked different than he did before. 

First, he wasn't wearing only black. He was wearing a grey long 
sleeve t-shirt and dark blue jeans. She had never seen him in Muggle 
clothes before. It was mostly that, though his hair was slightly less 
white, and it was messier. He must have given up on hair product. His 
skin was still pale, but he had more color to his cheeks. He looked 
more like a person and less like the monster she had spent so many 
years believing he was. 


He wasn't a monster now; he couldn't be. The Draco Malfoy she had 
known had hated her, the Muggle world, and anything to do with it. 



Now, here he was, about to have coffee with her, wearing Muggle 
clothes, in a Muggle coffee shop, after she had ran into him on the 
Muggle train. And not to mention him wanting to make amends. The 
Draco Malfoy she had known would have sneered at her and wouldn't 
have helped her pick up her things. 

It must have been the war that changed him. It had changed everyone 
else she knew, herself the most of all. She used to be so ambitious, 
seemingly full of promise, but she fell apart. Despite Voldemort ' s 
death, the imprisonment of the Death Eaters and the restoration of 
Hogwarts, she couldn't help but feel broken. Not only for herself, 
but for everyone who was lost and who lost someone. 

She had recovered her parents and told them the whole story. Luckily, 
they understood why she sent them away, but she felt they could never 
understand what she went through. They had never known about the 
density of the war. All she had told them was that it was about 
Harry. But it was more than that. It was so complicated and she 
didn't want to relive it by explaining the whole thing to 
them . 

Draco returned with the coffees and sat down across from 
her . 

"Thanks," she said, immediately taking a sip. 

"So is this your day off or something? Is that why you were able to 
meet me at ten in the morning?" Draco asked. 

She didn't know what she expected but it wasn't this. Normal 
conversation. "Urn, actually I don't work. I'm enrolled in the 
University of London, I have an afternoon class today, " she 
explained . 

"Muggle school?" He raised an eyebrow. "I thought for sure you'd 
already have a high end position in the Ministry or 
something . " 

"Well, it's complicated, " she replied. "What about you? School or job 
or anything?" She didn't ask the question she really wanted to: Why 
was he a free man after the war? 

"I'm going to Healer school. It's only half the weekdays, full day, 
though. The other days I'm assigned to rebuilding Hogwarts." 

"As part ofa€l?" She didn't want to say it. 

"My sentence, yeah." He looked up at her. "It's okay, you can ask 
whatever questions you want. That's part of this, I guess." 

"What is this, exactly?" Hermione asked him, maybe a little too 
harshly . 

"I don't knowa€ 1 " Draco said honestly. "When I saw you, I just- It 
felt like an opportunity to try and fix my guilt. It isn't a 
coincidence that we ran into each other, right? I just want to make 
things right . " 

"I know what you mean," Hermione said, looking down at her hands. "I 
should apologize to you." 



Draco looked upset. "No, no you shouldn't. You did nothing 
wrong . " 

"I contributed to some pretty nasty discussions about you back at 
Hogwarts, " Hermione said, trying not to let a smile slip. Draco's 
grin only encouraged her own. 

"I'm sure I deserved them," he said, chuckling. "In all seriousness, 
though, I do owe you an apology. I'm sorry for everything. Being a 
Death Eater, bullying you and your friends, everything." 

>"Thank you."<p> 

"Soa€l Do you think it's possible for us to be friends?" 

Hermione made eye contact with him. "What do you mean?" 

>"For us to have a normal conversation, I guess? Want to tell me more 
about school?"<p> 

Hermione smiled. "I would love to." 

**A/N: Hope you enjoyed this chapter! Leave a review and tell me what 
you think so far!** 


3 . Sugar-Coated 

**A/N: Thanks for all of the support for this story so far! I'm 
really excited for the plot to develop, so that's why I'm uploading a 
bunch of short chapters at the beginning. They will get longer, don't 
worry . * * 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own the world or characters of Harry 
Potter . * * 

She only told him the things she had told other people. The fact that 
she wanted to pursue a sensible Muggle career, and take a break from 
the wizarding world temporarily. That she had always dreamed of going 
to a real university. It wasn't exactly a lie. She liked university 
for the most part. Probably a lot more than she would have liked 
dealing with the wizarding world. 

The thing was, she had wanted to forget of its existence for awhile. 
She had stopped using magic and stopped visiting places like Diagon 
Alley and Hogsmeade. After the war, she just didn't want to live in 
that world anymore. It felt too hard. 

It wasn't like her to back away from a challenge, to let it beat her, 
but that was the whole point. She didn't feel like herself. She 
didn't feel worthy enough to be _Hermione Granger, War Heroine_ or 
work for the Ministry or even own a wand. And she didn't know 
why . 

Of course, she still kept in contact with all of her friends, but by 
texts instead of owls. Ron and Harry understood that she needed a 
break. They would meet her in Muggle locations if they wanted to hang 
out, because they understood. She loved that they didn't question her 
about it, but they didn't know how serious it was. 


So she just told Draco her "sugar-coated" version of the story. He 



seemed to buy it. 


Then she let him tell her about what he had been doing for the past 
year. Apparently, he received no jail time, because of the actions of 
his mother and the fact that he was "underage and most likely 
coerced" into becoming a Death Eater. He didn't show it to her, but 
he said his mark was starting to fade. The Ministry offered him a job 
in any field of his choice, as long as he kept up with service hours 
during the training for said job. He said he had chosen to become a 
Healer because he could fix people, maybe reverse pain he had 
inflicted in the past. 

Hermione thought it was very noble. He could have easily taken a 
high-paying, stuck up job where he could do whatever he wanted. She 
realized that it was not who he was now, though. 

She had never really heard him be gentle or genuine before. Now he 
never seemed speak in a condescending tone or act like he didn't 
care. He was real. 

She wondered if he had always been this way. It was possible. She 
only saw him around Harry, when he thought he had to prove himself. 
Maybe he just never had the opportunity to be nice. After all, had he 
ever had any real friends? 

>Upon later evaluation, Hermione wondered if that was why she was so 
willing to give him a second chance . Maybe she thought he had never 
gotten a full first one . <p> 

He didn't talk about his parents, but she had heard from Harry awhile 
ago that Lucius was in Azkaban and Narcissa had gotten off scot-free. 
She wanted to ask him if he was okay with that, but they weren't 
there yet . 

She didn't really know where they were. But she did know that Draco 
had given her his phone number at the end of the meeting, and asked 
her to call if she wanted to talk again. 

She wanted to call it. 

**A/N: Hope you enjoyed this chapter! Leave a review and tell me what 
you think so far!** 


4 . Voicemail 

**A/N: Here's Chapter 4, I hope you like it! We're still in that 
beginning phrase of shorter chapters but the plot is coming together 
so you'll see normal-sized chapters soon.** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own the world or characters of Harry 
Potter . * * 

Hermione wanted to tell someone about this. But who was she to tell? 
If she told her friends from university, she would have to omit a few 
important details, like the entire war. She didn't know if she was 
ready to tell Ron and Harry, they might ruin her feelings about the 
whole situation. 

Maybe she should just ring up Draco and tell him how she felt, ask 
him how he did. He would understand. And after all, it had been nine 



hours since their meeting ended. She wasn't going to wait the 
standard three days or whatever. 


Before she dialed his number, she thought about what it meant. She 
was actually calling Draco Malfoy, former enemy. What was she going 
to say? She didn't know but she was itching to call anyway. 

So she did. As the phone rang, her heartbeat sped up and she was 
scared he wasn't going to pick up, and that she would have to leave a 
message. She hated doing that. 

Sure enough, she was sent to voicemail. After the answering machine 
told her to leave a message, she said, "Hey, Draco, this was 
Hermione, and I was calling just to, urn-" 

"Hello?" 

He had answered the phone, interrupting her message. 

"Oh! Hi, this is Hermione," she repeated. 

"Sorry for not answering right away, I just got out of the shower, " 
he replied. 

That image was really not helping her concentrate. 

"Oh, uh, sorry to bother you, then, I can call backa€ 1 " 

"No, it's fine. Did you have something you wanted to tell me?" 

She bit her lip. "Well, I was just thinking about today, and urn, 
maybe how I'd like to do it again sometime?" She winced at how 
awkward she sounded. 

"Is Hermione Granger asking me out on a date?" he asked. 

"Did you just call me Hermione?" she responded. 

"Well, I used your full name for dramatic effect, yes." They both 
laughed. "But I would love to do it again, sometime, date or 
not . " 

"I think for now we should just stick to coffee." 

"Okay, coffee it is. Same place, same time tomorrow?" 

"Sure, I'll see you then," Hermione said, then hung up. 

She couldn't wipe the smile from her face. 

**A/N: Please review if you want more!** 


End 
f lie . 



